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SEE FAMOUS 
COWBOY 



in magic realism of 

VIEW-MASTER FULL COLOR 

PICTURES IN g DIMENSIONS 

Here's good news for cowboy fans! View-Master 

brings you thrilling, new "come to life" stereo photos 
of favorite Western Stars. These amazing Kodachrome 
■■-'tires, when seen through a View-Master Stereoscope, 
actually make people appear real as life. Stereo 
tures are mounted in long wearing, 
iii-scene Reels for use in V" 
Master Stereoscopes and 
'.o jectors. Get your set o " 
iew-Master Cowboy 
Reels today! 
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ALSO SEE WILD ANIMALS I 

TARZAN , . . INDIANS . . . FAIRY TALES 

IN MAGIC COLOR AND DEPTH 

View-Master stereo pictures are educational as 

well as entertaining. Subjects for children include 

hundreds of "travel" Reels showing three 
dimension scenic and historic views of America, 
Africa, Europe and Asia. See for yourself! 
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DEATH BY THE RIVER 



fly Clement Good 




PACK KELLER paddled savagely and the 
canoe moved ahead, swiftly, gracefully, 
through the yellow water. But it was not fast 
enough to suit him, and he now wished he 
had the outboard. Some inner caution, some 
sense of danger that he couldn't explain, had 
caused him to choose the canoe; some wari- 
ness that urged him to make his approach 
silently. 

Bamboos and cocoanui trees arched across 
the water and, in some places where the stream 
was narrow, it seemed almost like going 
through a tunnel with only sketchy splotches 
of blue above. Monkeys and wild birds chat- 
tered at the canoeist, and there was the steady, 
soft drone of a million insects. Far off the 
steady beat-beai-beat of a drum indicated that 
somewhere a native village was going through 
a ceremonial dance ritual. 

But Jack Keller was unaware of the sound 
or scenery. His mind was full of the cryptic 
note he had received from his friend, Gordio, 
He had memorized it: 

Jack! Come at once! I've found the 
treasure! It's safe! I hid it in the 
trunk ! — C 

The note had been brought to Jack by a 
native boy. It was not in a sealed envelope, 
but merely scrawled on a folded paper This 
fact, in itself, had alarmed Jack. How like the 
dreamy artist to send a note like this without 
any security precautions! 

Jack had faced the boy and demanded with 
severity, "Did you read this? Do you savvy? 
Ditl you talk to anybody about this?" 

"No, no. Sahib!" the boy had declared. "Two 
white men say to me, 'Boy. what's your hurry? 
Stop, stop!' And I say. 'No can stop! Have 
to hurry with message about great treasure.' 
One man grab note end read it. But I grab 
it back. They try to catch me, but I run into 
' jungle. Clever fella me. no?" 

Heavy beads of sweat dripped from Jack'* 
flushed face, his shirt was soaked, his arms- 
felt IMte lead. It was much too hot a day for 



a canoe race, but he pressed on. At last, round- 
ing a bend, his burning eyes could see the 
rickety wooden landing that marked Gordio's 
place. In seconds he had tied th* canoe and 
was running toward the thatched house, built 
high on poles. He ran silently and suppressed 
a desire to call out. A leaning tree trunk with 
axe-notched steps served as a Jadder. Jack 
hurried up and pushed through the partly 
opened door. Then he stopped, and a great 
chill ran through him despite the heat of 
the day. ' 

"Too late!" he gasped. His friend, Gordio, 
the sculptor, lay dead _on the floor, shot 
through the heart. 

For a moment. Jack was too stunned to 
move. A strange mixture of thoughts ran 
through his brain. He thought of the sculp- 
tor's life, simple, undemanding. The man had 
chosen this lonely place so he could work 
peacefully and undisturbed on his statues of 
jungle animals. Jack glanced at some of the 
works in the house — a monkey that seemed 
ready to chatter, a life-like lion crouched to 
spring, a mighty, trumpeting elephant, a pon- 
derous hippopotamus. 

Then Jack's mind turned from this peaceful 
work to the thing that must be the cause of 
the tragedy. The treasure! In a way, he blamed 
himself for his friend's deEth'. In one of hi* 
monthly visits from the settlement, he had 
brought the legend that_ an ancient prince 
had once made safari through this place, had 
buried a treasure of precious gems, and then 
had died of jungle fever without revealing 
the hiding place. Gordio and Jack had laughed 
about it, though there were in times past many 
treasure hunters who took the tale seriously 
and »avc their lives in fruitless search. 

"I shall spend at least an hour each day dig- 
ging for that treasure," Gordio had chuckled. 
"It'll give me relaxation and exercise." 

Both had thought it a joke. But he must 



h*v« found ft. "Hid it in tht trunk," thought 
Jack. H« seemed to snap out of his ilaz«. Hit 
•ye* swept the little room. The trunk, the 
little metil trunk that had stood always at the 
end of Gordio's cotl It wasn't there I 

Jack heard a Hound. A .crash as of metal 
being struck by an axe, He leaped through 
the door and slid down the notched trunk, 
careless o£ burning hands and legs. The crash- 
ing sound was repeated. He ran across the 
clearing, into a narrow footpath. He held hi* 
automatic ready as he ran. Then, as the crash- 
ing grew louder, he slowed and moved with 
caution. Presently, through a tiny opening 
in the lush foliage, he could see the two men. 
One stood by while the .other again ' brought 
an axe crashing down on a little metal trunk. 

"Once more and you'll have her," said the 
watching man. 

The other grunted and swung the axe. The 
lock flew off the trunk. Both men plunged 
with eager handi to tear the box open. They 
found letters and papers and threw them out 
roughly. They dug to the bottom. Nothing but 
paper* ! No treasure I 

"Nothing here I" growled one. "I told you we 
ehouldn't have croaked him before w* made 
sure where he hid the stuff." 

"He said it was in the trunk! 1 read the 
note," rasped the other. "Must be a secret 
compartment or a false bottom." They tore at 
the lining, turned the trunk upside down, 
pounded on it, rifled through the scattered 
papers. 

"It's not here, that's all. We'll just have to 
go back and search his place." 

"You'll just have to go to the police," said 
a steely-cold voice that made the murderers 
jump. "You'll raise your hands, you filthy 
killers I" 

One of the men complied, but the other, 
moving from his crouched position, whirled 
and threw the axe so swiftly that Jack was 
taken off guard. Reflex made him try to dodge, 
but the axe cut cruelly into his left shoulder 
and drove him backward. The other man seized 
tec chance to draw his gun. Jack saw the move 
uwl Ixed. The man howled, dropped the pistol 
wet elutched his wrist 



"Don't shoot I" cried the axe-thrower. "I'll 
give up. i didn't kill him. H e did! He shot 
him!" 

"You're a liar!" cried the other man, 
■You . . .- 

"Quiet f* ordered Jack, firing another shot 
skyward for emphasis. "The pair of you can 
do all your talking to the judge at the settle- 
ment. Now march ahead of me, slow! Keep 
your hands high. If either of you tries any 
funny business, you both get slugs in the 
back." They knew ht meant it and so obeyed. 

At the rickety dock he ordered one to tie 
the other with rope from the canoe, while he 
supervised with his automatic, ever ready. He 
then tied the second man hand and foot, but 
as he rolled him into the canoe, the other was 
craftily easing his hands out of the wrist 
bonds, tied loosely by his confederate. Spring- 
ing, he grabbed at Jack's gun. Jack twisted 
free but the automatic was knocked from his 
hand. The man dived for it but Jack caught 
him squarely on the chin with a solid upper- 
cut. The man lay still. 

"He'll be out for quite awhile, but just the 
same I'd better tie him up before I throw him 
in the canoe," thought Jack. 

* FTER the two murderers had been jailed, 
Jack returned to Gordio's house with 
the chief of the settlement police. "Poor fel- 
low," said the chief, looking down at Gordio's 
body. "He found a treasure and it did him in." 

The chief stroked his chin thoughtfully. 

"Or, do you think maybe he didn't really 
find it? Could he have been just playing a 
joke on you? After all, the treasure wasn't 
in the trunk." 

"No, he wasn't playing a joke," said Jack, 
grimly, "but he had a better hiding place than 
those stupid scoundrels could locate." Jack 
picked up one of the statuettes, tipped it a 
little, and into his palm rolled a handful of 
sparkling gems. "You see, he had this hol- 
lowed out." 

"Great Caesar!" exclaimed the police chief. 
"He did hide them in the trunk— in the ele- 
phant's trunk!" 

THE END , 
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